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into the parlour and told her there must be some
gaiety in the house, he had arranged with Steven
that he should come in now and again, and then
the company must be served with coffee and cakes,
or, when the cold weather came, a cup of saffron
milk.
The winter evenings were cheerful. There was
only a corner of the table left for Werendonk and
his papers, for opposite him, beside the plant, Steven
and Floris had to have room for their dominoes, and
often Frans would join them when he came home
immediately after the chiming of the Damiaatjes.
Werendonk looked on at them more than he meant
to, so that later, sitting alone, he still had a lot to do.
Stien came in every evening, smiling, with a plate
of one thing or another. And there was joking,
and the sound of voices was heard more than had
ever been heard there before. No one noticed that
sometimes Werendonk's face was contorted with
pain.
He had to do his work at night. But even in the
silence his mind was not entirely on his task, for
his thoughts wandered. As long as the boy was so
thin and run-down, he would have to rest and be
looked after, but what would the future hold for him
when he was well enough for work ? Once fallen,
it is difficult to raise oneself again, and not many
people would hold out a hand. He himself would
not take into his shop a boy with a bad name and a